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The Palais overflowed with people. In the inner
courtyard seven piles of wood were flaming. Pianos,
chests of drawers, and clocks were hurled out through
the windows. Fire-engines sent streams of water up
to the roofs. Some vagabonds tried to cut the hose
with their sabres. Frederick urged a pupil of the
Polytechnic School to interfere. The latter did not
understand him, and, moreover, appeared to be an
idiot. All around, in the two galleries, the populace,
having got possession of the cellars, gave themselves
up to a horrible carouse. Wine flowed in streams
and wetted people's feet; the mudlarks drank out of
the tail-ends of the bottles, and shouted as they stag-
gered along.
"Come away out of this," said Hussonnet; "I am
disgusted with the people."
All over the Orleans Gallery the wounded lay on
mattresses on the ground, with purple curtains folded
round them as coverlets; and the small shopkeepers'
wives and daughters from the quarter brought them
broth and linen.
"No matter!" said Frederick; "for my part, I
consider the people sublime."
The great vestibule, was filled with a whirlwind of
furious individuals. Men tried to ascend to the
upper storys in order to put the finishing touches to
the work of wholesale destruction. National Guards,
on the steps, strove to keep them back. The most
intrepid was a chasseur, who had his head bare, his
hair bristling, and his straps in pieces. His shirt
caused a swelling between his trousers and his coat,
and he struggled desperately in the midst of the
others. Hussonnet, who had sharp sight, recognised
Arnoux from a distance.